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dined out daily for two months, but how difficult it is to remember any dinner-party! c Who cares for the whipped cream of London society?' was a saying of Walter Scott. I do recollect one dinner, however, at Mr. Knowles's, from the fine effect of light on Leighton's ' Clytie,' the principal ornament of his dining-room, all the illumination
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being given to one fold of the dress, and the rest effectively left in shadow. One charming person whom I remember was Lady Blake, lately returned to England with her husband, who had been governor of Jamaica. She was fond of tame animals. ' In Jamaica,' she said, c I often had a large snake coiled round my waist; my tiger-cat I generally led by a string, for I never knew what lie might do, but